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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 

When | joined up on Rockfic (both times, in fact), Nikki\'s fics were the ones that | read over and over and 
over. Her portrayel of Nikki and Vince (specifically from \"Correspondence\') astounded me and left me totally 
entralled. So here\'s to her; she\'s missed immensely. 


"Do you always have to fucking leave?" 


That tone. That fucking insolent tone that always got to me, always made me bend to what he wanted. He's 
lying there on his back, a sheet barely covering him. 


| shrug, continuing to pull my jeans on. 
"You always wanted me to leave back then Why should now be any different?" 


"Because maybe | want you to fucking stay," he said, looking at me, daring me to go. | ignore it. No matter how 


much | want to stay, that's just not what we did. We'd play, we'd fuck, I'd leave, he'd stay. That was how it 


was and it doesn't need to change now. 


"Why do you want me to stay so bad?" | ask, hearing rustling as he sits up, his chest near my back. | can feel 


his hair when he rests his head on my shoulder, and it's weird because we're never this fucking affectionate. 


"Christ, do | need a reason now for wanting you to stay in the damned room?" His head picks up, brown eyes 
glaring at me as | can't resist rolling mine. 


"You always were clingy, Vince," | remark, watching him flop back and shake his head. 
"You were always a paranoid fuck," he replies, my quick shrug making him roll his eyes as | look back at him. 
"You really want me to stay?" 


"Yes, you dumb shit" Any malice that would have been in his words is gone, and | can't help but compare it to 
back then, back when we first started doing this. | almost smile at the way it's changing, slowly but surely. 


"So you gonna stay or not?" 
"Yeah. I'll stay tonight. It's, uh, too far to my room," | say, curling back up in the bed, knowing it's lame. 


But it's okay because | know it's lame, and so does he. 


